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THE SEARCH FOR THE TOPAZ
BY RUTH MORTIMER

I draggecithle rtsîstitig figure aloîg thie corridor to the greRt bay window whtch lighted it from the end. Iust tiien the mooti dipped clrar of flicrift of clouds, shiulîîg out bright
and serent. I turned to look at iiy captive. 'Eloise t I1 gasped.

1 ,lial1 never forget t lit niglit
%%'lien the toila/ \as brougbî ii

t bel îîged twM r, Rî bard I )c,iT
w ho bail reuit]y rut urîîud Tr ,iii the
FEast Iiicdie-. fabuluusýly rn h I. 11the
first place bllad dejiosited the jewel
in one of the N ew York batiks; but
feeling natuîrallyv cagu-r t )i d î1iy bis
treasuire, lie filiall ducilud t o bring
it to Fair Oaks.

A w erd of explanation iiit fbre.
lFair Oaks waç thec c ouutrý, at î,
1Mrs. General Da c rc, a 1 1bfl ing
c) ti z w idlo w ftiiut v -t 1br e e. R tb

a rd Dacre w, blir brotber-lu Iaw.
She bail a stup da.ugbiter Eloise, of
ab)out lier own agce.'My brotber Guý

andl ny sel f %ere gucsts invited to
fluet tbuheF-ast Indian anI belp recon-

cile hinn to bî-, native land.
It was ça,t se',cii o'clock when Mr.

Dacre arrjved \witb the topaz. After
the early tea waý over, lie led ',I(.way
to a private -tuiîy to the r.-a- of zhe
parlors, bîÀdulig il, folbusv.

"You sball c' Tii ýpru-cious trea-
ITjre, nv Ill(>(I 'jirklers," cried he

d( ligbtedlv, " Ar,' wc secure from
interrupt onI«,

Mrs.flacre clo)sed the door, care-
fuîlv licing it.

"Yeq," returneri she, coming for-
ward intco the glow of the lanipliglit.

'l bu cr%;mîît arc ntolikely to corne
hits way, inî îty evenit."

She patisci le-ile the table, look-
itîg swcet atndlinnTocenit as atiy saint,
witb ber downicast eycs of the triue
Irs ntb lute, lier sligbit, petite higiîre,
blondire coi ilexioi aund îprofusioun of

1r vi%(r mTih Tr , i t r, 1d, thîi,)i2l 'i îTTiLg
11'r f iî'ir t TiTi-le i cl1tinTng

, t t t I wi ! <kirii.{ at the

T ,' t 1 a r'I t ii11 liit

r mhiat do I care for

jewels? AIl the topazes in thc world
ctild flot outrival the sparkle of her
bInie eyes, the glint of ber hair."

1 Iooked at him in puzzlcd amaze.
fli sceîîîed feverisli and excited. He
lî;îd spoketi witlî singular impetuosity.
Wîîat did it mcan? Ilad lic lost his

i'n admirationi of our lovely

Mr. Richard's voice (Guy anîd I had
falleu i ito tbe- habit of calling hini
'Mfr Richard") broke in upon rny

"Jllre is rny topa7!" lie exclamrred,
111t'tTî}T< kitîg, a îeathern cýi-ket from bis
blt. "Yîmu shall ;ee for yourselves if
t Is flot a prince'ý ranborn."
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